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But a’ the whole tract of my time, 
I found myfelf inclin’d to rhyme: 
When | fee merry company, 

I fing a fong with mirth and glee. 


: 


GLASGOW: 
PRINTED BY NIVEN, NAPIER & KHULL, 
_ - TRONGATE. 


eR 


1808. 


SONGS anv POEMS 


\ 


a ee ee. 


Ws _— 


7 
COLLECTION 
OF 


” SONGS AND POEMS. 


Account of the Author's Lifetime. 


I was born near four miles from Nith-head, 
‘Where fourteen years I got my bread; 
_ My learning it can foon be told, 
Ten weeks when I was feven years old. 
With a good old religious wife, 
Who liv’d a quiet and fober life; 
Indeed fhe took of me more pains 
Than fome does now of forty bairns, 
With my attention, and her fkill, 
-Iread the Bible no that ill; - 
And when I grew a wee thought mair, 
I read when I had time to fpare. 

A 2 
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But a’ the whole tract of my time, 
I found myfelf inclin’d to rhyme} 
When I fee merry company, 

I fing a fong with mirthand glee, 
And-fometimes I the whifky pree,. 
But ’deed its beft to let it be. | 
A’ my faults I will not tell, 

I fcarcely ken them a’ myfel; 

I’ve come thro’ various fcenes of life, 
‘Yet never was a married wife, 


_ My metre is of diffrent kinds, 


C5) | 
On: Burn; and Ramfay.’ 


Now Burns.and Ramfay both are dead, . 
Although I cannot them {ucceeds, 

Yet here I'll try my natural fkill, c | 

And ope you will not take it ill. 


| You know their learning: was not faa? 

And mine is next ta. nane at a’5 __ \ - 
Theirs muft be brighter far than. mine, 
Becaufe I’m much on the decline. 


I hope the public will excufe 
What I have done here by the Mufe; 
As diff’rent men are of diffrent. minds, 


SS ; 
The Putting Begins, 
T une—Bright Phoebus. 


Now the ‘putting begins, if the- weather holds clear, 
I - hope C——ng—n will thortly come here, 
With dogs and attendants the muirfowl to try, 
I with they catch many, that they be not thy. 
_  Hafte away, hafle away, hafte away, 
It is far. more for pleafure than gain; 
May friendfhip and bravgry, 
And freedom from flavery, 
‘Their Honours maintain, 


(6) 


The brave Sir J—n M——l, laft year with him came;. 
A man of great honour, that well loves the game; .- 
They took‘ up their lodging here at Hunter’s hall, 
Their generous conduct is well known to all, 

/ a aways Bec. 


Likewife Captain M Il was with them laft year, 
But I fear he'f be abfent, there is now fuch a fteer- 
With both King and:Country, at prefént, you know, . 
Which makes many a brave Captain abroad for to BO. - 
Hatte away, &c. ° 


The brave Sir J—n M-—l, a knight of great fame, . 
Could get plenty of game on his eftates athame; ~ 
But yet he delights to Muirkirk for to come, | 
Himfelf to amufe with his dog and his gun- 

Hafte aways &c.. 


C——ng—n has lands where the covey more ftrong,. 

~ On Duckken and Karnfmuir as you walk along; . 

Much more he poffeffes on his large eftate, . 

Tho’ he is humble and kind, yet his honour is great. 
Hafte away, &c.. 


But to his landsin Muirkirk he-delights for to come,. 

To hunt the young muirfowl, and enjoy the.fun; . 

1 know little of hunting, but this lam told, 

The game is but dull when the feathers are old... 
Hafte away, &c. - 


C 7 J 
But I-wifh they may a’ get fach birds as they want, 
For in Muirkirk I doubt they be but very fcant, . 
For there’s fo many poachers, that how can they fhun, 
But to {poil the whole games and. hurt Seen s. 
aR: 

Hafte aways &c. 
_ But I hope Captain M— IT he will come good'fpeed, 
For he’s a fierce fliooter, and fhoots without dread, 
And loves aye to range where he thinks the game. 

cS oe 

I’m forry he catch’d fome that was in the nett 
’. Hafté away, &c. 


San 


I wifh that my jidemenee could clearly 7 

Thefe gentlemen’s bravery, I can do no lefs; 

They’re humorous and humble in every degree, 

And every man’s honour i is humility. 

a away, ocee 7 

My name is ‘Pagan, I Iiv'd at Muir-mill; 

My learning’s fo weak, how can I {peak with fkill? 

But yet I take pléafure thefé verfes to fing, 

Succefs to the hunting, and “God fave the King. 
Hafte away, &e. 


¢ 
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A Hunting Sang. 


Tune—Neil Gow's Lament for his Wife's death. 


O woEs my heart.when J think on | 
Thefe happy days of ours,. 

When C ng—n and Sir John 
They hunted on the moors. _ | 
And Captain M——~ll, that brave youn 

He was with them alfo; 
But woes my heart, he’s laid in clay, 
To where. all flefh muft go. . 


M—g——y now has ta’en the moors, 
A nobleman, you know; 

Since honour has,call’d him away, 
He chearfully did go; 

And left the pleafures at Muirkirk, | 
In putting,time the fun, — 

A better fportfman, as I hear, 

Scarce ever bore.a gun. 


\ 


But, O, if wars would turn to peace, 
The Colonel would return, | 
And every lad enjoy his lafs, 
Kind hearts would ceafe to mourn. 


Ase gs 5 Ney Soy tite oe Je ae 
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. So we thall hope ’gainfts woodcock time 
To fee his Honour ets 


To fright the poachers‘off the moor, 
That have no tight to fhoot. 


One W——a from Tarbolton came, 
With him 1’m not.acquaints 
The birds were {wear to catch for hins, 
Although they were not {cant... 
Some fay he is a gentleman, ~~ 
At leaft a parfon’s fon, | 
- But Fortune did not favour him, 
Three times he brake his gun. 


Now Pye vejoic'd in putting-time * 


Thefe twenty years and, more, 
But as I’m now on the decline, 

It makes my heart full fore. 
_ There’s few that’s great for me-enquirty 
That is in ftate of wealth, 
_ But two young gentlemen from Ary 
me pauee me e drink. saad aera 


= 


a thank’d tie kindly for their slate, 
They gave-it-with good will, 
- For they were cheerful in the houfe,.. . 
_ And hearty on the hill. 
They fent the rum like water round;. 
. To fhew a generous part}: © z 


( re ) 


There’s.none came to the moor this = | 
That had as free a heart 


Long may they live, and: a ‘bo, 
And ay to mirth incline, 

And I be fpar’d: } hope to-fee: 
Them both ’gainft. putting-time. 

'_T hope they will-call at-my door, © 

As they-expect fome funy 

And I'll repeat. thefe lines to themy 
How W——a brake his gun.. “ 


See 
Mr. IT—r’s Lament for the Los. of his Comrade, 


To the en Tune. 


W one-my ‘my: Tank: my cortrade’s cet 
And fore againft my will, 
On the-thirteenthof Auguft laf; - 
He: left: me: at ‘Springhill. . | 
All in the prime of fowling-time, 
\Whesi:game appeat’d fall: bright, - © 
He fuddenly: was-call!d: away; 
All in. the: ent night... 


_ For heron be: did not rebates. 
His heart was. kind:and: frees. 


ad 
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Mott grief he-had to leave this place, 
Was Ladykirk and me; 

Becaufe we had been comrades dear, 
And long together were, | 

And many chearful nights had Gent 
About 'the town of Ayr. | 


But fince -he’s gone, I troubled am, 
I cannot happy be, . 
Ithink I muft a lady wed, 
To bear me company. 
While we enjoy our wealth at ‘home, 
With peace. and : unity3 
While my dear comrade, when abroad, 
May face his.enemy, . | 


"Tis a pity ee : 
Was call’d fo foon away, 

For fure he fhot-thixteen -bisds 
Ere nine o’clock a-day; 

His ammunition ftill was good, 
His-gun mark’d wondrous ‘fare, 

A better thooter, I déelare, - 
Ne’er hunted Walwoed ‘moor. 


Were I to'tell his properties, 
You'd fcarcely credit me, 

He had the moft refined wit, 
That ever did fee; 


( ww) 


How prudently he could behave 
In every company, | 

And often did delight himfelf 
In his humility. 


But fince he’s gone, there is no help, 
I muft contented be, 

“You know that dangers great attend 
Thofe that do fail the fea. 

May Providence attend him ftill, » 
And may his life long fpare, 


And fend my comrade, Quintin, fafe _ 


Home to the town of Ayr. — 
; Sn 
The Spinning. Wheel. 


. Lone—Locheret fide. ~ 


W aex T fit at my {pinning wheel,. 
And think on every ftation, © 
I think I’m happieft myfel;- — 
. At my fmall occupation. 
No court, nor freet, nor dark debate, 
Can e’er attend my dwelling, 
While I make cloth of diff’rent forts, 
Which is an honeft calling. 


C130). 
Indeed ye know the nights are lang, 
And fometimes | do weary, 
But, as they'll fhortly turn again, 
I hope 1’ll grow more cheary. 
V’ll fing a fong with noble glee, 
And tune that | think canty, 
But I fing beft, itis no jeft, | 
When the tobacco’s plenty. 


I live content, I pay no rent, | 

In my quiet habitation, 
For B e he did order it, 

Which fhews his great difcretion. 
To favour one fo low as me, 

While I was no relation; | 
But now he’s dead, and in the clay, | 
. L hope he’s won the bleffing. 


M‘A—m brave, agrees to this 
Kind, honeft difpofition, 
He’s charitable, juft and true, 
Not like moft men of fathion. 
_ I have no reafon here to fret, 
That I was never married, 
Since I a free poffeffion get, 
Of freedom I’m not wearied. 


For when around me I do look, 
And fee the merchants dealing, 
3 “- | 


( 14 +) | a 


For they do triple profit take | . 
For every thing they ’re felling; _ 
For honefty is grown fo weak, 
It is fo old a fathion, | 
2Tis not regarded in our day, | 
*Tis {carce throughout the nation. a 


Kind Providence fent a good crop 
For to fupport our nation, 

But Satan’s crew teat it abroad, 
Which is a fad vexation, 

That e’er fuch blackguard vagabonds 
Should have a habitation 

- Below cur Britifh government, | 

- That takes this occupation. | 


- 


The Gear al the Blathrie o’t. 


O wiLLy haft thou mind fince thou gave me thine | 


hand, 


To fend me fome lines which j did of thee demand, 
Beéaufe that 1 am poor’! fear you have forgot, 
And would marry for the gear and the blathrie o’t.- 


‘Some they do marry for riches in ftore, 


But wifdom and virtue are what I value more; 


a 
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If riches is the motive that makes you tie the knot, 
You will foon curfe the gear and the biathrie o’t. 


Some they do marry for a grand equipage, 

I think it is madnefs in fimple young lads; 

Tho’ F be young myfelf, yet 1 rather would be thot, 
Or I would marry any clown for the blathrie o’t. 


My Peggy is the riches that I do adore, - 

If I can get Peggy I value no more; 

Altho’ the is the laffie that wears a plaiding coat, 
May the fhame fa’ the gear and the blathrie o’t. 


Tho’ my Peggy has no fcarlets nor. filks to_put on, 
She envies not th¢ manarch that fits on the throne, 
For I found in Peggy’s arms fuch a pleafant knot, 
I defpis’d a’ the gear and the blathrie o’t. 


Tho’ my Peggy has.no fervants at all at her command, 

She can toil with her foot and work with her hand; 

When wearied, reft is pleafant, you know, in any 
fpot, 

May the fhame fa’ the gear and the blathrie o’t. 


Unto the church we will never complain, 
We're hearty, tho’ poor, let us fink, let us fwim; 
_ To the church we’ll never complain, tho’ not worth 
| a groat, 

May the fhame fa’ the gear and the blathrie c’t. 
B 2 


(16) . 
For I value Peggy as I do my life, 
With pleafure i will toil, were the but my wife, 


And we will live together right happy in our lot, 
We value not the gear and the blathrie o’t. 


SONG. 


Tunc—Campbells ts coming. 


ah we Duke of Gordon’s fencibles, 

They’re handfome here in Cumnock towns 
And at Muirkirk a party lies, | 

For to haud the reformers down. 


They’re decent, I can fay no lefs, 
For any thing that I do fee; | 
And well they fet the Highland drefs, 
Although they’re bare aboon the knee. 


Captain S——h, that gentleman, 
O his behaviour’s very good, 

Tho’ he fhould kifs a bonny lafs 
And who can fay that that is rude. 


Lieutenant C n I have feen, 
I think he is a decent man; 

I give this fong'a Highland tune, 
They are an ancient Highland clan. 
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And Enfign G——n I have feen, 
His countenance is kind and free; 


Although he is a gentleman, 
" He’s grac’d wi’ great humility. 


And their maabcaner, TmS—w, ee 

I think he’s decent, blythe” and: young; 
I vow he plays his trou —— 

Although he has af —— tongue. 


The maids in town and sountey round, 
Gallants with them with right good wills; 
They love to dance the foldier’s jig, 
And {wear they love their foldier ftill. 


There’s one call’d F r I have feen, 
A verfe from me he may expe, 
“One night at Cumnock fell late, 

A lafs convoy’d me near Affleck. 


And F——r fhe did take with her, | 
To crack to her as fhe gaed hame, 

And as his kilt was fhort before, | 

~ Think ye he wad na —— her wame. 


The foldiers they like Cumnock beft. 
Their fweethearts there they’re {wear to want; 
And at Muirkirk’ they are more fhy 
Becaufe the colliers are not {cant. 
B 3 ° ~ 4 4 
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Now them that lodg’d at Avandaie inn, 
They do not like their lodging well, 
For they pay boarding very dear, 
They feed them with the beggar’s meal. 


Now thefe lines I will conclude, 
My fong made out I will go hame; 
The road’s not far, the night is good, 
This I wiil fing, and gang my lane. 


But Providence the wars would ceafe, — 
That chearful hearfs would dance and fing, 
And every lad enjoy his lafs, 
And love his country and his king. 


Remarks on Evil Speakers, who would not live 
at Peace. 


Hear ye ever tell of girning gude, 
And venom Jean his wife; 

’Tis well known in the neighbourhood 
They’re daily raifing ftrife.’ 


Their curfing, {wearing and deceit, 
’Tis more than can tongue can teil; 
If they do not repentance get, 
This is the way to hell. 


S'¢ 19) 
' And brinaftone Mary in the tool, 
Her tongue gives never o’er; 
If fhe were horn’d like bull or ftot, 
She would us a’ devoar. 


Now, gude forgive me for this crack, 
If I thought it were wrang, 

For that on fuch I'll turn my back, 
‘And fing a merry fang. - 


e 


A New Song. 


Tune.—Fain to follow me. 


L aeue came a bold hero of late from the weft, 
Unto the moorlands where he thought the pouts beft; _ 
- ~And as on the road he did chance for to fee | 
A pout and purfued it to the Lumagee. 


When at Bellapath he had a fine chance, 
Being of a ftout heart, he did boldly advance, 
His powder was quick, and the fhot he let flee, 
- Tho’ he could kill nothing at the Lumagee. 


But difcretion oblig’d him her meal poek to bear, 
Expeéting new favour, put him in good cheer; 

He could not enjoy that which made him turn back, 
To hunt thro’ the planting at night in the dark. _ 


( 20 ) 


He is a brave fhooter wherever he goes, 

He lofes much powder, tho’ not with his foes; 
Jf he wants ammunition, if a pout he does fee, 
He will furely remember the old Lumagee. 


Thefe lines I will conclude, and lay down my pen, 
Left thefe fimple verfes fhould any offend; 

The clath of the country tells many a lie, 

But M————y was furely at the Lumagee. 
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Muirkirk Light Weights. 


lf Muirkirk.there lives a taylor, 

He {crimpit weight for greed of filler; 

He ferimpit weight, he counts not fair, 

Till he’s made three hundred pounds and mair. 


The year the fugar has come down, ¢ 
Three pounds give lefs nor half-a-~crown, 
And 2’ the dealers round about 

Came to the taylor in great doubt, - | 
Whether to hang themfelves or no. — 
Some faid they. would, aud fome faid no; 
Some faid, I think we will fet a day, 
We'll faft and figh, and read and pray, 
Perhaps the gods will pleafe that well, 
If we turn to merges the de’il. 


i 


( 28 ) 


_ The taylor faid, with heart right fair, 

I fear for me God will not care, 
For 1 within my coat do wear 

Ten thoufand curfes every year. 
‘There’s fomething I’ll confefs and tell, 
Befide me I do keep.a mell, : 
And now and then my weights do hit, 
_ And whiles break aff a gay wee bit. 


The oldeft dealer he did fay, oo 
What will be faid at the laft day? 


The taylor faid, ne’er mind the laft, 
If we can but make money faft; 
There will be large allowance gaun 
For every dealer in the land. 


Then every one thought to themfell 

Tis good for us to keep a mell,, 

So they ftruck 2 their weights right fair, 
Some broke off-tefs, and fome broke mair. 
This practice did fo long prevail, 
‘Fill poor workmen were like to fail. 


Somé told the Dean of Guild of Ayr 


_. That, Muirkirk weights they were not fairs 


To try the fame was his intent, 
The ftandard to Muirkirk he fent. 
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The day was fhort, the road was wet, 
Fur depute, he employ’d C t, 
Who thought it was his only chance - 
To feize the merchants all at once, 
And bring them all unto one place, — 
And do them juftice to their face. 


O man, it was a pleafant fight, 

The works of darknefs brought to light. 
How bravely I their names coald tell, 
Who had been bufy with the mell; 

But this at prefent, 1 will {pare, 

And hope they will do fo nae mair. 


Thanks to the gentlemen and judges that were there, 

I’m fure they. aéted honourably, no perfon they did _ 
{fpare; | a 

Long may they live, and happy be, and aye to good 
inclin’d, 

And aye when ’tis convenient, their ftandard they 
fhould mind. | 


An Obferve on Extortioners’ Wives. | 


J. happen’d one night, late at een, - 
That two or ehree wives they did convene, 
And their defign it was, I hear, 

For to raife a’ provifions dear. 


-. © 23) 
Lady extortion fhe was there, 
_ And the fat as prefes on the chair, 
. And to her friend the did apply, 
To raife the milk and butter high. 


They_-fay the fells her milk o’er dear, 
And mixes aye with fountain clear, 
Regards not what men fay till her, 
if fhe can get the poor folk’s filler. 


Some greedy wives that liv’d near by, 
That had wee farms, and keepet kye, | 
Unto her meafures did comply, 

To raife the milk and butter high. 


A miftrefs, with a feeling heart, 
She fpake, and took the poor folk’s part, 
Said fhe, provifions are fo dear, 

I will not raife my milk this year. 


A miftrefs old, whofe head was gray, 
To thofe extortioners did fay, * | 
Before I have the poor folks curfe, 
Pll rather wear a lighter purfe. 


For fourpence is a defp’rate catter 

To take for milk mix’: up with water; 
P'll.rather give fix pints for a groat, 
Than get a tail in Satan’s boat. 


_- Iwill not blame J 


( 24 ) 
Lament for the Herring. 


Tune. —Langoke. 


Wes me for the herring that ftand in the barrel, 
They’re fhort in the fith, and they cannot well fell, 
The people that fee them, they make it a quarrel, 
Indeed they’re o’er many to keep to my fell. 

_If the merchant had known that he is acruel villain, 
And after this, from me he’ll ne’er get a fhilling, 
If they do not fell, Pll fend them back till him, 

And punifh him for that, if in Glafgow he dwell. 


h, for he is my well-wither, 
He'll do me no more harm, than he’ll do himfel; 
But, O, ’tis a pity, he look’d not the herring, 

I’m fure he’ll be troubled when he hears tell. 

My friends in Muirkirk, they’re a’ very forry, 

All but taylor S—lI, as ’tis that fcolin’s glory: 
The lofs will be mine, to conclude the ftory, 


And black is my heart, if the herring don’t fell. 


~~ 


—_——_—_——_—_— 


The Laird of Glenlee. 


Tune.—Langolee. 


e 


M. name is J—k M—r, I care not who knows it, 
For Lam the laird of the lands of Glenlee, 


( 25 ) 


And I'am the man that can sacich and brofe it, 
And drink ftrong liquors, if you'll keep me free. 
Ij——y™M r, was there e’er fuch another, 
I’m laird of Glenlee, Lord Juftice Clerk’s brother, 
And twenty fat wethers, like rabbits I’ll fmother, 
And eat them myfelf at the mill of Glenlee. 


-Religion’s a whim, I know nothing about it, - 
Its principles never were ftudied by me. 
My belly is an idol, and if you difpute it, 
Its altar is in ftate, at the mill of Glenlee, 
Where thoufands of viims I yearly do offer, 
To know if there is any devotion a proffer,, . ~ 
That twice in the year, to the gold of my coffer, 
When I lift the rents at the mill of Glenlee. 
It is a aes time fince my kyte was disform’ d, 
And handfomenefs it is a ftranger to me; 
My head’s like a bull’s, if it were as well horn’d, 
It would fright all the cows on the mill of Glenlee. 
My belly’s fo big, with the weight of my paunches, _ 
The greafe of my fides hangs over my haunches, 
_ Pm'render’d unable to kifs the fair wenches, 

Which makes me lament at the mill of Gleniee. 
I’m render’d unable for the pleafures of Venus, 
And nothing like that is a pleafure to me, 
With eating and drinking 1 nourifh my genius, — 
I feed like a {wine at the mill of Glenlee. 

3 C 
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Behold, when I’m dead, they'll fay there lies a fat one, 
Another cries out, and drunkard and glutton; 
Let them fay what they will, Pll devour my lov’d 
mutton 
With greed, while I live at the mill of Glenlee. 


A Letter to a Gentleman on the Death of bis 
Pointer. 


| Si, be pleas’d thir lines to read, 
A fear they make you fad, 
Your pretty little pointer’s dead, - 
For he the {nifters had. 


As foon’s we knew he was ta’en bad, 
We quick a doctor brought, 
He gave him phyfic of the belt, 
‘Pm fure he wanted nought. 


We did all that we could for him, 
{In every refpect: 

And to prevent his trouble firft, 
We bled him in the neck. 


‘When I heard that he was ta’en bad, 
O, but I was Wae, . 
For when he was from old Gabbens {pain: ‘d, 
He in my bofom lay. 
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He was a chearfu’ bonny beaft 
As ever I did fee, 
He never did his nurfe forget, 
. But ftill was kind to me, 


When I remember at the door, 
How he did loup and play, . 

A week his trouble was right fore, 
Died on the Sabbath-day. 


pa — 


A Love Letter. 


I rou defir'd my bofom friend, 

Now if you can think it fo, 

Pray yield all pleafures to my mind, — 
And make much happinefs to flow, 


Sure its decreed by the pow’rs above, 
As I’m now oblig’d to think, 

We'll lay afide all flattering words, 
And clofe in love’s embraces link. 


What though envy and lying tongues, 
’Gainft you their utmoft forces bend, 
And fome makes money all their hope, 
While love, you know’s, a lafting friend. 
| C2 
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When abfent from your company, . 
Tis great uneafinefs to me, 
But hope again makes love remain, 
Vm ‘fill eee thee to fee. 


At night when I go to my ett 
Thinking to get fome fweet repofe, 

Your image ftill is with me there, 
‘Sweeter far than ‘any rofe. 


But yet far fhort of the {weet joys, 

That love’s embraces now have prefs’d, 
In thy foft arms to be enclos’d, © 

And there in filence fleep to reft. 


I will guard thee round about, 
Myfelf, ’'m fure, fhall be the door, 

And if thy heart chance to fteal out, 
I vow Pll never love thee more. 


YW hough father fret, and mother {cold, | 
Although that all my friends fhould frown, 
All that I have thou art fure of, 
And well may think it all thine own. - 


I have not time to make more rhyme, | 
So well’s my judgment could exprefs, 
- But I am thine, and heart and mind, 


| saa hope the Lord will blefs. 
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Tf you'll be true as Pm to you, 
‘So fhall you find me evermore, 


I add no more, but foI reft, | 
Sincere your true love and your dear. 


 Aughlen Spring. 


Tune.—Bu/h aboon Traquair. 


Give car to me of each degree, 
_ Pity my lamentation, | 

The youth I lov’d is gone from me, 
Which caufes great vexation. 

He is defign’d to thare his fate, 
Out o’er the tracklefs ocean, 

He’s crofs’d the fea, and gone from me, 
When love was in the bloffom. 


_ Near Aughlen {pring where birds do fing, 

While he was here befide me, 

Ihad no fear while he was near, 
Whatever might betide me. _ 

Pil vifit aft the hawthorn tree, 
Where calmly firft he told me, 

Fine tales of love fo comely, 
Whiles round he did enfold me, 
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His handfome fhape and manly wit, 
His love refin’d and tender, 
Superior far, I vow and fwear, 
To the wealth of. Alexander. 
And J myfelf, for want of wealth, 
Was frown’d on by his mother, 
But for his fake I'll fingle live, 
And ne’er wed any other. 


O! may the powers preferve him ftill, 
And keep him fafe from danger, __ 

His eyes from viewing youthful toys, 
His heart from every ftranger. 

But if that Fate do favour him, 
That he advance in treafure, 

And foon return, Vl ceafe to mourn, 
Renewing former pleafure. 


——— 
Hunting of the Shaw 
Tune— Fobn a’ Bodies’ Lie. 
jer Gentlemen a hunting came, 
They were.both brifk and braw. 


All day they hunted on the moor, 
And quarter’d at the Shaw. 


/ 
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—ry and:C- 
As I heard people fay, 
But L n had the faireft face, 
And bore the gree away. 


M 


~]l was - 2 


——I|’s coat was grown thread-bare, 


4 


sC 
M Ty’s coat wag green, 
And L n he was ¢lad in white, 


Which made him fhine at e’en, | 


They hunted a’ day on the hills, 
As it doth well appear, 
And how they did when at the Shaw, 
‘. Liften and you. fhall hear. 


There was a piper play’d to them, 
His name was *“V——m B n, 

_ And fure the laffes did rejoice, . 

Whene’er they heard the found. 


As they went up by the Dublaire, — 

They did make no delay, | 
They never waited to call there, 7 

Becaufe the lafs was gray. | 


They pitch’d their tent above the Shaw,” 
Upon a bonny green; 
Said L——n, I’ll be ne’er the.houfe, 
For I’m for fport at e’en. 


€ 32) © 


L——n came down near to the Shaw, 
For to choofe his bed, 

The very place that he did choofe 
Was an auld midden-ftead. 


“ Though L——n be a Naiaaa 
He is not nice indeed, 

For he fhow’d great humility 

. In the auld midden-ftead. 


They faw three muir-ponts at the Shaw, 
When they up there had gaen, 

Though in the morning they feem’d wild, 
At night they grew right tame, 


" J—n H——+ was the only man, 
That did find out the pout, 
For J y to the kitchen went, 
And brought the laffes out. 


-- Good wife, faid John, your daughters muft. . 
Dance with thefe gentlemen, | 
O John, faid fhe, I truft to you, 
You'll fee them get no harm. 


Indeed, faid John, they'll get no harm, 
But dance a reel or twa, 

And Pll return them fafe to you, — 
An honour to you a’, 


C 33 ) 
M y and the laffes danc’d, 
~ © So bravely on the green, 
Said L——n, I will fee the fport, 
_ For me I will dancenane, 


True it was he did not dance, 
To put you out of doubt, 
But he upon a hay-ftack fat, 

And dealt the drams about. 


He did not choofe to dance with them. 
While mufic it did found, 
' Though it below his honour was, 
He fill'd the glaffes round. 


Then he took Tibby by the hand, 
And gently they fat down, - 

And he gave her as much, they faid, 
As paid her tartan gown. 


M———-y did with A——s dance, 
While L——n was in the tent, 
A compliment to her he gave, 
The value was not kent. 


°Tis auld C————l he did ftand by, 
"Till a’ the game was done, 

Said he, auld men turns out o’ date, 
I’m turn’d like an auld moon. 
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y is a handfome many, 
A captain of renown, 

The laffes like to dance with him, 
In country and in town. 


M 


Becaufe he knows the mufic wel, 
He is a dancer fine, 

The laffes like to dance with him, 
Becaufe he keepe the time. 


M ys man came out at laf, 

_ Of dancing never fweer, 

Said matter, if it be your will, 
We'll a’ be pouters bere. 


We had fine fport upon the hilt, 
‘Whereas the hawks did flee, 
But a’ we did when at the Shaw, 
Ne’er ane fhall ken for me. 


Captain Ln he rode up next day, 
When 2’ the game was done, | 

Said he, I hope I'll dance a jig, 
Though I abfent was the ’{treen. 


Now fortune it had favour’d them, 

Thefe lines may let you ken, 

- They'll dance no more with fervant lads, 
If they get = = 
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Next to > Muirkirk they took their ie 
Defigning there to hunt, 

The laffes they did all prove thy, 
As they were not acquaint. 


But had it been their chance to come 
At Michaelmas, or Yule, 

They might have gotten pouts anew, 
When at the dancing fchool, __ 

y curs’d and bann’d the fate, 
That to Muirkirk he came, 

4f that he had ftaid at the Shaw, | 
He might have got more game. 


M 


The pouts that is into Muirkirk, 
“They a’ fo full are grown, 

They'll neither tak for net nor hawk, 
And fcarce are on the ground. 


M. 


-y made a folemn vow, 

If he came back again, 
He wou’d lift his gun, and try to fhoot, 
- Although he fhould kill nane. 


For to acknowledge this as truth, 
I hope you'll not refufe, © 

If any thing is faid amifs, 
I humbly beg excufe. 
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y Muirkirk M. arch. 


La-was near the firtt of the new year, 
James and Tammy took their way, 
‘ Jamie ow’d him twa auld kine, % 6 
And Tammy fwore he fhould them pay. | 
CHORUS. | 
James and Tammy, fure and canny, 
To Muirkirk they took their way, 
Jamie ow’d him twa auld ky, . 
- And Tammy fwore he fhould them pay. 


My family does me upbraid, 

And they have told me that the day, 
That I muft bring the money hame, ~_ 
. If it be atween clod and clay, 

James and Tammy, &c. 


- The d—I, B ie, he is come, 
And he has caus’d me meikle woe, - 
My rent I muff go pay the morn, — 
_ Halloo, fays Tammy, here we go. 
James and penny, &e. 


Jamie turn’d a corner round, 
“And Tammy he ftood figing by,. 
He cry’d, come button up and go, 
And quickly pay me my twa ky. 
James and. Tammy, &e. 
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‘Quickly I could ‘pay your ky, 
_ If I could get but what’s my own, 
For I want about Muirkirk, 
Aboon the fum of fixty pound. 
James and Tammy, &c. | 
The Muirkirk wives they got a fright, -. 
They theught they heard a kettle-drum, . 
As they gaed raging up the road, 
Halloo, fays Tammy, here we come. 
J ames and Tammy, &e. 


At laft Pm march’d up to Glenbuck, 
And James told him at Lancake’s door, 
That he could get no money there, 
| Which grieved Tammy very fore. 
_ James and Tammy, &c. 


James met a friend upon the road, 
And Tam ftond craving at his back, 
Afd he lent him a five pound note, . 
And Tammy girn’d and laugh’d at that. 
James and Tammy, &c.. 


James and Tammy, fure and canny, 
_ Down the road they. took their way, 
Jamie got the money there, 
And partly he did Tammy pay. 
James =~ Tammy, &e. © 
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A Letter. 


aa be pleas’d thefe lines to read, 

Pray take it not amifs, 
And, .if you pleafe, I with to know 
_ How Captain L——n is. 


For he was cheerfu’ on the moors, 
With mufic in his heart, 

And with his money I am fure, 
‘Was never {wear to part... ~ 


I thank you for your bottle, Sir, 
‘But woes my heart its dry, | 
*Tis in your power to fill’t again, 
The next time you come by. 


It is my lot to live my lane, 
And fometimes I think lang, ~ 
Sometimes I do amufe myfelf 
‘With making of afong. 


Were I in power to publith them, 
To be fung when I’m dead, 

And while I am upon the ftage, 
Might help to merit bread. . 


~ Let this be fhown to Lady Kirk, 
That noble hearted chiel, | 
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God blefs him and his family, 
‘I thank him for his meal._ 


Sir, by misfortune of a dog, 
Old chucky loft her life, 

Difturbed Robin’s family, 
Efpecially his wife. 


"Deed I’m afraid fhe’ll break her heart, 
Sir, I maun let you ken, 
For aye when I fee her the cries, 
Alas! the old muir-hen. 


~ 


Snuffy Peter. 
To ne—Broom Befoms. 


I; LL tell you of a ftory that happened at the fol 
All the drunkard’s glory’s in a flowing bowl, 
Well done Peter, never let it out, 

Light the wax candle, beg your fnuff about, 


One night as T went up unto the hay-ftack hill, 

_ I met with a merchant, and he gave me a gill, 
Thank you kindly, merchant, we'll not drink it out, 
We'll leave a drap to Peter, he’ll foon hing about. 
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In comes Watty Bell, he was fomething fou, 

He was not himfel’, yet bought a ftug horn’d cow, 
Well done, Watty, may the be luck to you, 

She’s a muckle price, though not a bonny cow. 


Watty Bell the fmith, he curs’d, tho’ meant no harm, 
Though he has walth o’ pith, he cannot polith iron, 

Woes me Watty, that you cannot do it, | 
Let Peter light his candle, and help to ftrike it out. 


In came {nuffy Peter glowring very wide, . 

He fays, come ceafe your finging, the noife I cannot 
bide, 

‘Woes me, Peter, that you cannot do it, ; 

You wou’d rather hear the mufic of a German flute. 


If Peter is not bonny, his conduét is not bra’, _ 
Some folks they leave nothing, Peter licks up a’. 
~ ‘Thir lines I will conclude, and I may tell’t wi’ fhame, 
lf{ had been lefs at the tool, I would been more at 
| ‘hame. 


I’ve ta’en a refolution, happen as it will, 
’Tis better late to thrive than never to do well, 
Deat f{nuffy Peter, ye fhou’d marry me, 

And if ye winna tak’ me, ye may let me be. 
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B——’s Death. 
T ately heard that B 

O death! it did him fting,. — 
Some faid opprefs’d the poor man’s purte, 
His money for to o pHnE 


y died, 


Was fure to hear the poor man’s cry, 
He thought could not refent him, 
Which. made his fame go far and near, 

To more than ever kent him. 


Some will be forry for his death, 
Some -will be well content, 
Some glad, and fay he’ll ne’er come here, 
To lift braye a $ rent. 
A gentleman in England born, 
And died at Tinneldown,- 
If he has fought the fight of faith, — 
He {ure has gain’d the crown. 


Now fince ’tis certain that he’s dead, 
I'm fure he’ll never mudge, 

I would fain hope his foul’s at reft, 

_ Though ’tis not mine to judge. 
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4 New Song. 
Tune.—Fcot’s Minute. 


Au women of fafhion, 
_ Give ear to my notion, 
I pray give attention 
To this my new fong, 
Concerning a young man 
That lives in this country ; 
With beauty and honour 
His fame I will crown. 


It would take me long time, 
To defcribe all his beauties, 
Yet with pen and paper 
F will make them bright; 
For I do know women 
Of different ftations, 
That does in his.company 
Take great delight. 


Yet he is more prudent, 

And keeps at a diftance, 
And fees no pleafure . 

Jn thofe that are wed; 

But if he would marry 

He might be more happy, 
Than them that is rich, | 
_ And thinks they’re more bred. _ 


as. as dD 


For wifdom and prudence . 
Is better than riches, 
We have a good author, 
?Tis Solomon’s word: 
I hope this young man 
Will make choice of virtue 
Before all the riches 
The earth can afford. _ 


Ye know Alexander, 
Had plenty of riches, 

Yet wanted contentment 
The fame to enjoy: 

This young man is youthful, 
And very good naturd, 

_ And reads much in hiftory, 

- His mind to employ. 


What tho’ he’s well mounted 
” And goes in the fafhion, 
Yet ftill keeps a diftance 
From thofe that’s profane: 
Could he guard his eyes 
As he éan do his paflion, 
His mind were more eafy, 
The-truth I maintain. 


I'll not take the freedom - 
To mention his lafles, 7 


. 
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It would be too much boldnefs 
For me to do fo: oo 
Suppofe ’tis no evil, : : 
V’ll not tell my reafon, 
T fpeak as a friend, 
And [ll ne’er be a foe. 


O Sandy, Jad, what ftruck your head, 
When ye were here yeftreen, 
And ran awa’ in fic a hafte, 
And would not crack to Jean. 
Aye when ye fee a bonny lafs, 
Ye never fhould her fhun, 
IF you do not love their company, 
Ye furely will get fun. 


If you fhun every company, 

You'll never get a wife, 
- Like me ye’ll wander up and down, 
And live a fingle life. — - 


}——_—_—_._—______ 
MA return of thankfulne/s for paft Favours. 


Wun I fit in my cottage, 

_ Imay be well content, 
The Lady the is‘ kind to me, 

The Laird will pay my rent. 


nn 
God blefs his honour while he lives, 
Grant him a happy end ::. 
I with that all his family 
Their days in grace may fpend. 


A New Song. 
Tune. —Lord Lelie’ s Daughter. 


Tae lives a laffie near hard by, 
_ Her name I need not tell, 

If I had tell’d you how the aéts, 
You would ferely ken yourfel’. 


She is her mammy’s dawty, 
And takes:a fore knee, © : 
And when fhe likes it mend again, 
As people tells to me. a 


She dreft herfelf in fine attire, 
Wi ribbons and braw gowns, 

With fcarlet cloak and high crown’d cap; 
And ribbons at the crown. 


A velvet hood the ay 
Let her do what fhe can, 
For a’ that ever the can do, . 
Yet ftill the wants a man. 
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She need not be fo very proud, 
If the but kent herfel’, 


Her father only made the graves, 
And likewife rang the bell. | 


Her mither fhe’s a hen wife, 
And gathers hens and eggs, 
Wi’ beggit pieces up and down, 
Gars her have fuch {tiff legs. 


I would not have meddled wi’ this heap, 
If the had let me be, | 
But one time at New Cumnock, 
I thought the flighted me. 


But tit for tat fhe got for that, 
To help to rajfe her fame: 
I will not bear her company, 


If I fhould gang my lane. 


As for the gowns that fhe does wear, 
There twa of them I trow, a 

Her petticoats are very fcant, 
But one that’s caften blue. 

But trading is not yet cry’d down, 
‘Tis truth, I do not joke, 

She'll do a will-fhe for a groat, 
To help to buy a coat. | 
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A New Song. 
Tune—Killmein’s Foy. 


Avcrsover I have no company, 
Yet cheerfully I'll fing, 

I hope M*‘———m will won the plea, 
Good news to us to bring. 

The work it has been dull this while, 
But now its got a turn, 


Well may he'profper in his way, 7% Zee 
ii a his a bum. ~~ a 


CHORUS. 
Rejoice ye colliers, all rejoice, 
Cheer up your hearts and fing, 
The fine appearance of the coal, 
_ To us great honour bring. | 


Altho’ the colliers they rejoice, 
The merchants they may mourn, | 
They'll get their cath at twa weeks’ end, 
Which is a‘clever turn. 
For money is better than company’s lines, 
By which men are opprefs’d, 
Hf you get your money in your hand, 
~ You’ lt war’t as you think beft. 
ewe &e., | 
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' See how he treats his men this day, | 
Which fhows a lib’ral part, 

I wifh them well where’er they: go, 
That has a gen'rous heart. 

Rejoice ye colliers all with me, 
Cheer up your hearts and fing, 

You'll get your cath at twa weeks’ end, - 
Will praife and profit bring. 

Rejoice, &c. 


A dinner for the children he- 
Provided cheerfully + 
And ferv’d the table to the fame, . 
The like I ne’er did fee. | 
You need not think where fuch a crowd, . 
They all well pleas’d would be, 
But the grateful part they did confefs, 
It was humility. 
Rejoice, &e. 
A pity that thie gentleman, | 
Should come fo-far from hame, — 
And leave his Lady and family, 
_ And not the plea have won. 

But Providence hath favour’d him, _ 
As. you may plainly fee, 
There fuch appearance of the call, 
- Thope he’ll won the pleas 

Rejoice, &c. 
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Now there is an agreement made, 
But how I cannot tell, 

The company is made to yield, 
And fore againft their will. 

Rejoice ye kiln-men with me, ° 
Cheer up your hearts and fing, 
Makes wives and children join the glee, 

_ And gare carantable ring. 

Rejoice, &c. 


=a 


A New Song on the Times. 
Tune —/ airts the wind can blaw. 


Ler Britain’s fubjects now rejoice, 

Since peace and plenty’s come, 
It is not drink nor mufic’s noife, 
Nor beating of a drum. 


But thankfulnefs it is réquir’d, 
With humble heart fincere, 

Since Providence has been fo kind, 
As take pity on the poor. — 


Ye know its two long years and' more, 
The poor’s been fore opprefs’d, 
And dealers who had ought to fell, 
They try’d who could get moft. 
| E 
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Rejoice the markets has come down, 
Half price they will not get, 

Extortioners may join and mourn, 
None of them I'll except. 


Ye juftices and gentlemen, 
Ye fure have a great charge, 

In time of need unto the poor, 
Your charity enlarge. 


If widow, or the fatherlefs, 

_ Goes hungry from your door, 

You f{carce a blefling can expedt, 
If you neglect the poor. 


_ And what you give, take my advice, 
‘Give cheerfully away, 3 
You'll get it fevenfold reftor’d, 
I hope, fome other day. 


When world’s trafh is of no ufe, 
Will ftand you in no ftead, 

_ Nor knife and fork at beef or pork, 

At any table head. 


For my part I am hearty ftill, 
And ne’er fought charity; 
But Pll regard them while I live, 
~ That has been kind to me. 


OD 
I cheerfully enjoy myfelf, 
Never frets for world’s wealth, 


Contentment ftill fhall be a feaft, 
~ While I enjoy my health. ~ 


Skit on an auld Huntfman. 


I Knew a {portfman that was auld, 
His tafte it was but fma’, 3 

If he got clothes to keep him warm, 
He minds not to be braw. 


He rave his wallet and made breeks o’t, 
The Bible broad before, 

A reftlefs tenant dwelt within, 
Yet had a holy door. 


(eget 
Shepherd’s Lamentation. 
Tune—Pike Scots meafure. 


Pere you hills and moffy plains, 
And bonny woods where mufic reigns, 
You chanting birds and harmlefs fheep, 
That on the mountains fly and bleat. 
| Ez 
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Of you, I think, [’ll take my feave, 
An ther man my plaid may have, 
The winter ftorm has been fo fore, 
Which makes me think [ll herd no more. 


To lofe my time, and hurt my health, 
Makes no addition to my wealth, 

But I’m refotv’d more free to live, 

Contented with the lofs I have. 


’Tis not the lofs that I endure, — 
But one thing here I mourn for more, _ 
That is the fad offences given, | 
Makes every man his lofs fuftain. 


For each man ought to fearch the word, 
To find what Scripture does record, 
And if he reads he’ll plainly fee, 
That fin’s-the caufe of mifery. 


When I am mufing on the hill, | 
With melancholy thoughts am fill’d, 
That harmlefs fheep they fuffer’d have, — 
For mén’s offences that they gave. 


Tho’ now I fhall go leave this place, 
I hope to me ’tis no difgrace, 
There’s one thing makes me to lament, 
I mourn for youthful time that’s fpent. 
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Some advifes me to ftay, 
They’re forry that I go away, 
And fome that fcarcely lets me know, 
Will be more forry if I go. 


Sometimes I think the years will mend,. 
And the bad feafons have an end, 

But I thought that before this time, 

Yet they continue ftill the fame. 


I took my leave to go away, 
They caus’d me to return next day, 
They could get none to take my poft, - 
To keep the theep from being loft. 


They could get none. to wear my plaid, 

‘ Altho’ that they fome fearch had made; 
At laft they did prevail with me, 

‘By adding more fheep to my fee. 


Since they advife, advice Pll take, 
See what another year may make, 
Perhaps the lofs I may regain, 
That formerly I did fuftain. 


On Glenmuir banks thefe lines were made, 
Where I have pleafure had and pain, 

I hope you'll not deipife my theme, 
Although my learning is but lame. 
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M‘Lellan’s Lament for his Mafter’s Death. 


Tune.—-Flowers of the Foreft. 


A LL men of every ftation now hear my lamentation, 
I am now fo forry, but little I can fay, 
Thad the beft mafter that ever I ferved, 
But Providence lately called him away. 


- Let us all be learning, and daily take warning, 
For time and its moments will make no delay, 
The rich is not fpared, becaufe of their greatnefs, 
For all that is breathing muft go to the clay. 


While he was in health, we were cheerful at Well- 
wood, 

The eanlens was pleafant, the aaa ran clear, 

And had he been fpared that was my noble mafter, 

I would not have left him theincoming year. 


The poor they will mifs him, for he had their bleffing, 
 °Tis very well known he was kind to the poor, 
And thofe that are grateful will furely mourn for him, 
For never one hungry he fent from his door. 


The colonel is abfent, for which Tam ets 

I heartily with for his fpeedy return, 

_ He was with him houfehokder, and a chief companion, 
‘When he hears the news, he will certainly mourn. 
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Adieu Nether Wellwood, for we muft go leave you, 
And we mutt be fcattered all here and there, - 
Sometimes we'll be thinking upon. one another, 
And that friendly lady- that we ferved there. 


-God blefs his fucceffor, and well may he profper, 

I with he may thrive for the good L——n’s fake, 

Altho’ he was humble and kind to the poor, . 

There were both knights and lords him their equal 
did make. | 


Adieu to my neighbours, I’m forry to leave you, 
Yet happy it is at this time of the year, 

_ IT would been more forry, had it been in {weet July, 
‘When beautiful flowers in the garden appear. 


A New Love Song, with the Anfwer. 


I Have travell’d the country both early and late, 
My travels were many, my forrows were great, 

I courted a fair maid who did me difdain, 

She aften deny’d me, but Pll try her again. 


T own that her parents they were very rich, 

AsI am not their equal it troubles me much, 

But will you leave father and mother alfo, 

And thro’ the wide world with your darling love go. 
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O Johnny, dear, Johnny, love, that will not do, 
For to leave my parents, love, and go with you, 
To leave my relations to mourn for my fake, 
And thro’ the wide world to follow a rake. 


Some fays I am-rakifh, fome fays I am wild, 
Some fays the fair-damfels | often beguile, 
For that is a falfehood, and that I will prove, 
I’m guilty of nothing, but innocent love, 


Vm forry, I’m forry, my fortune’s fo bad, 
That I have been flighted by any falfe maid, 
’Tis falfe information that I may think on, 
It makes me lament, love, for what I have done. 


“My love fhe is proper, though not very tall, 
Her decent behaviour it far exceeds all, | 
She has my heart bound, that it cannot get free, 
She has too many {weethearts for to marry me. 


Farewell to this country, I bid it adieu, 
‘Wherever I go, love, I will think on you, 

For fleeping, or waking, you're ftill in my mind, 
To fail to America is my whole defign. 
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The Anfwer. 
M, Johnny is left me and gone to the fea, 


I mourn for the abfence of his company, 
My parents was rich, and they did him defpife, 
And they advifed me to do fo likewife. 


Alas! he has gone the wide world to range, 

And were he but here now, my mind would foos 
change, 

~ For fleeping and waking, I’m never at reft, 

To think on my Johnny my mind’s fore opprefe'd.. 


My love he is handfome in every degree, 

Good natur’d and fober was his company, 

He is voic’d like a blackbird, and eyed like a dove, 
He is every way handfome the man that I love, - 


And dearly I lov’d him, as I lovw’d my life, 
Although ’tis decreed that I am not his wife, 

Yet he has my heart in his bofom fecure, | 
We are all born to troubles, I muft that endure. 


( 58 ) 
A Love Song. 


Tune—Flower of the North Country. 
st | 
| W HILE I fit fighing here my lane, 
_And mourn for my true love, 
And unto none dare make my moan, 
But to the pow’rs above. 


For him my mind is troubled, 
And in perplexity, 

hope it will be ordered fo, 

That Vl again him fee. 


My love has fingers ftraight and {mall, 
Can ufe the pen right well, 

So bravely he can write and count, 
There’s few can him excel. 


His handfome fhape it is fo neat, 
_ Excels each lad I fee, 

But woes my heart, he’s far away, 
He’s in the fouth country. 


| My love hath prudence in his breaft, 
- . Altho’ ’tis mixt with ‘pride, 
‘He hath been formed to my tafte, 
 Altho’ by me ’tis faid. 
ee 


~ 
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’Tis not the beauty of the face, 
Which every one doth fee, | 

But the kind affection of the mind 
Which hath engaged me. 


Beauty is but fkin deep, 

We very well do ken, 

It is the flower that fadeth firft, — 
Altho’ it firft began. | 


Altho’ that it appeareth firft, — 
It fooneft will decay, © 

‘When wit and virtue doth excel, 
‘It bloffoms every-day. 


Altho’ he is no ftore-mafter, 
Nor has na muckle gear, 

Yet he trufts aye to Providence, 

And bids me.never fear. 


I hope fortune it will be kind, 

_Unto my love and me, 
I will live happy when he comes, 
That’s in the fouth country. — 


€ 60 ) 
Song —Friendphip. 


“Lae world, my dear Mary, is full of deceit, 
And friendfhip a jewel we feldom do meet, 

How ftrange doth it feem, that in fearching all round, 
The fuccours of true friendthip is rare to be found. 


How much to be prais’d and ador’d is a friend, ' 
On whom we in fafety may always depend, 

Our joys, when imparted, doth always increafe, 
Our griefs, when divided, are turn’d into peace. - 


When fortune is {miling, what crowds do appear, 
To offer their kindnefs and friendthip fincere; 
But change you the profpeét, and point out diftrefs, 
They'll few be to love you, their friendthip grows lefs. 


O friendfM:ip, thou balm, rich fweetner of life, 
Kind parent of eafe, thou compofer of ftrife,  - 
Without thee, alas! all joys in our pow’r, 

Are but empty delufions to the joys of an hour. 


4A New Song. 
Tune— Mill, mill, 0. 


Now once a young man courted me, 
And wan my tender heart, O, 

Now he is gone to ferve the king, 
‘Woes me that we mutt part, O. 


CHORUS. 
© the wars, the.cruel ware, 
Has left me here a mourning, | 
Has taken by bonny Englifh Jad, 
Small mers of his POPEnInE: 


A ferjeant unto Muirkick came, 
And tempt’d him with muclr money, 
And he was fwear't to let him gang, 
He handfome was and bonny. 
. Othe wars, &c. 


His face was fair, his humour free, 
With modeft kind difcretion, 
Great honefty experienc’d he, 
As many in the nation. 
O the wars, &e. 


The forge ee er lies. by for him, 
Alas! now his room is empty, 
And he mutt learn a foldier’s reel, | 
To hear their drums they tempt ay. 
O the wars, mee 


At night when I fhould take my eft, 
Mine eye’s debar’d from fleeping, 
To think on him that I dove beft, 
abe has, my; heart a-keeping. 
Othe wars, -&e. 
F 


. ” 
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May Providence preferve him ftill, 
Tho’ he be turn’d a rover, 
And left me fore againft my will, 
A poor unhappy lover. 
O the wars, ke. : 
But Providence grant the wats. may ceafe, 
That I once more may fee him, 
Their blackguard tongues is ill to bear, 
I wifh I had gone with him. 
O the wars, &c. 


Be a 


| A New Song. 
Tune—Foot of the hill, — 


Coons af you good people give ear, 
Give attention to this my new fong, ~ 
And if your attentive to hear, 
Pll repeat it before it be long. 


. 


The brave Sir J——n M ll, we hear, 
_ For honour and bravery excels, 
With charity fhown to the poor, 

Which honours the place where he dwells. 


His tenants they love him fo well, :° - 
They honour him both night and day, 
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Altho’ they’re behind with their dues, 
He fcarcely turns any away. 
He’s handfome, he’s proper, and tall, 
And mild as a kdy of fame, 
He is humble and prudent with all, 
Which honour’s the brave mils name, 


I with that my tongue could exprele 

What the fwift writer’s pen it could write, 
I would tell you fome more of his fatne, 

To fing this I take great ae 


Ye know that my learning’s fo cok; 
For that I muft beg an: excufe,” | 

I hope I have aét no. miftake, | ca | 
And this was my _ evening’ $ mule. 


For to end thefe few-lines 1 have made, 
Here’s a health to the whole family, © 

Refpedcting his name of great fame, 
Which fhow’d fo much kindnefs to me. 


F 2 


( 64 ) 
Sonz. 
Tune — Humours o’ Glen. 


Pp ox on the. temptation, 
If one has occafion, 

’Tis the fad delufion | 

Of women and wine. 

It raifes the paflion, | 
Stupifies the reafon, 
And makes aman fimply 
Spend his good time. 


But let us.be jolly, 

And drown melancholy, 7 
Let us join our. voices, , 
In one vocal fong. _ 

And as ’tis intended, _ 

_ Let itbe commended, 
 ?*Tisarecreation. 

For a weary mind... _ 


_No more of your fpeeches, 
Nor talking of riches, 

But let us have mufic 

Of the higheft ftrain. 

Come tune up your fiddle, 
Bafs, counter and treble, 
And play the firft part, 

Of the humours o’ glen. 


( 65 )} 


A. vifit to the Sorn to fome Perfons. 

O It is a pity Ideclare, ana 
That I went to the Sorn, © — 

Fell in with fuch a dirty pack, 
Which caus’d me fuffer {corn. _ 


But what better could I expect, — 
I’m fure it is no joke, | 

A bad companion I got there, © 
Who, but the wiger’s block.. 


For a’ her days fhe was a liar, 
As was into this city, 

For a’ her faults a man fhe gat, 
Which was the more:a pity. © © 


They fay he was a decent man, 
For me [ dinna ken, a 
Vm fure his tafte it was but {ma’,. 
That woo’d a midden hen. 


\ 
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4 Neco Song. 
Tune—Bufh aboon Traqubair. 


Aoisv Muirkirk now for a while, 
Since I’m refolv’d to leave ye, 
Since my relations mourn for me, 
Tis that which moft I grieve. _ | 
But if that fortune on me {mile, 
There’s hopes of my returning, 
If expeétation do not fail, 
There is no.caufe for. mourning. — 


O we fhould thank the gentleman, : 
Gave me this invitation, 
Altho’ at diftance I muft gang, 
_ And leave my native nation. 
Yet while my family’s in health, 
I chearfully enjoy it, | 
I bode no fcant, nor fear no want, 
As long’s I’m well employed. 


Muirkirk may fay when he’s away, 
He f{carce has left his marrow, _ , 
‘For decency in each degree,’ 
Thus I repeat with forrow. 
He was a noble friend to me, 
For which I do regard him, 
For kindnefs and humility, 
May the powers above reward him. 


( 67 ) - 
A New Song. 
Tune. Prat of the Foref. 


T. end youthful {porteng it — een: my fortune . 
To marry a carter as you plainly fee, 

For he was my choice, and he has been my fortune, 
And who lives fo Pappy § as Johnny and me. 


So be not furprifed at our hafty wedding, 

I lov’d him becaufe he was fober and young, 
, Altho’ he’s a carter we’re lawfully married, 

So who fhould defpife us for what we have done. 
His parents they lov’d me, for which I regard them,, 
I love to be grateful in every degree, _ 

I love to be grateful, I ne’er thall be fretful, 

While health does remain with my Johnny arid me: 
So take my advice, never marry for filler, . 

For ’tis bound to no man, we oftentimes fee, 

For this world’s riches, ten thoufand bewitches, 
But love was the motive with Johnny and me. 


( 68 ) 
A Love Song. 


How bleft has my time been, 
What joys have F known, 
Since wedlock of bondage, 
Makes Jeanie my own. 
How chearful my heart is, 
How eafy my chain,.. 
Since freedom feems taftelefs, 
And roving’s a pain. 
: CHORUS, 
My Jeanie and me, 
My Jeanie and me, 
They muft borrow their leoks, 
From my Jeanie and me. 


_ Thro’ groves, walks with woodbine, 
' Whete oftimes we ftray’d, 
Around boys and girls, 

‘They. cheerfully. play’d. 
‘How harmlefs their fport is, 
The wanton ones fee, 
But they muft borrow their looks _ 
, From my Jeanie and me. 
_ My. Jeanie and me, &c. 


To try her foft temper, 
Sometimes I am {feen, 

To gallant all the day . 

With the maids on-the green, 
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Mow painful her abfence, ~ 
I mean no. beguile, 
She meets me at night se 
With complaifance and {miles. . « 
My Jeanie and me, &c. 


What though on her cheek, 
The red rofe lofe its hue, 
Her fenfe-and good temper, - 
Blooms all the year eoks a 
Time, fvift ag it flies, — 
_ Gives increafe to her truth, 
And adds to her mind : 
What it fteals from hey youth. 
My Jeanie and me, 
My Jeanie andme, 9° 
And who lives fo happy | 
As Jeanie and me. 


- 


Obfervations on a ene preached at M sirki rk. 
‘by a@ M; ifft ary Minifter. 


A Miffioner came here to preach, | 
I thought he was a true one, 

Some faid he had mifta’en his trade, 
For he fhould been a ploughman. 
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He fpiritually means to plough, | 
I’m fure he does ‘not fpare it, 

Ye know before the feed be fown, . 
The ground muft be, prepared. 


His fur it is both ftraight and deep, 
Made many to régard ‘it, 

Some is fo fear’d to. wear the fock, 

They fcarcely break the fwar'd o’t. 


Set not your ieboek by the piece, . 
Or ye will come to rue it, 

Be fure ye pay them by the day, 
You'll. fee how nice a Pow its 


Some fays they are not Jearned men, 
Their preaghing’s but a paftime, | 
But how can they pluck out the mote, 

Can {carcely tell a queftion. 


For good, and bad, and all muft own, 
That preaching is appointed, 

So hear them not you do not love, 
And touch not God’s anointed. 


C7.) 
On the bad behaviour of a Servant, who was 
going to turn. off his neighbours. 


ee firft of May as I heard tell, - 
A misfortune happened poor Jock B—I, 
He hurt his neighbours with deceit, 
But foon he did fhare Haman’s fate. 


He went to Muirkirk with Will S—t, 
Care of his mafter quite forgot, | 
He curs’d and fwore, and drank at large, 
For that he got a full difcharge. 


His mafter did turn him away, 

It happened early the next day, 
How could he aét a flunkie’s part, 
That came from driving a coal cart. 


O fervants all take my advice, 

Deal honeftly, if ye be wife, 

And love your neighbour as yourfell, - 
Left ye be turn’d off like Jock B—Il. 


About Jock B—II I'll fay nae mair, - 
For he’s away and de’il may care, 
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An cbfervation on fome men talking of gving 
abroad. 


W aen I fit and take a view, : ; 
And look the country through and through, 
Yet 1 am vext and griev’d to hear, 

How men {pend time that is fo dear. 


The other day as I did fit 

Afide fome men finking a, pit, 

They {pent the day in idle clatters, 
About faddling and bridling alligators. 


Ane faid that he would on them ride, 
And witha long whip would them guide, 
Another faid, ye ftupid fellow, 

An alligator would you {wallow. - 


A-weel, faid he, Pll keep a knife, 
And cut a hole to fave my hfe. 

On fuch like toys they {pent the day, 
And pafies precious time away. 


They faid they would not ftay long here, 

As every thing was grown fo dear, 

For there’s nought but extortion in this place, 
And hunger painted in each face. 


—  € 73-5 
If they could get a little money, | 
To take them to a land flowing with milk and _ 
honey, 
Where they would live at peace and eafe, 
And eat and drink whene’er they pleafe. © 


But they do not mind the troubles there, 
A fcorching fun, ang folphurous air, 
’Tis little like the pleafures here, 

The gofpel pure, and water clear. 


What fignifies a flowing bow], 

If men fhould have a ftarving foul. 
O ftay at home, and be content, 
And learn, while time is, to repent. 


Or, O how awful will be the cafe, 
He who to judgment fets his face. 


Lingering Lazy Fcebnny. 


W unre my {wain fo blythe and clever, 
Why does he leave me all in forrow, | 
Three long days has gone forever, 
Since he {wore he would call to-morrow. 
O had he lov’d but half as I do, 
He would come with his looks fo bonny, 
G 
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Love has flying winge I well know, | 
But none for the lingering lazy Johnny. 


What can he now be a-doing, 
Is he with fome lathe ftaying, 
He had better have been wocing, 
As with others fondly ftraying. 
Tell me truly where he’s roving, 
That I may no longer forrow, 
If he’s wearied grown of loving, . 
He may tell me fo the morrow. 


Hath fome favourite rival hid him, 
She may be the happy creature, 
Pil not eafe myfelt to chide him, 
Nor difpute with her for feature. - 
I neither can, nor will not tarry, 
Nor wiil I fink myfelf in forrow, 
I may lofe the time to marry, 
If Johnny waits beyond the morrow. 


Gentle fhepherd, don’t deceive me, 
If you love me ftay no longer, 
And if you wont, another may have me, 
Love may cool, ’twill ne’er grow flronger- 
Laffes when your lads forfake you, 
Sink not in defpairing forrow, 
Bicit another lad may make you, 
Wait for none beyond to-morrow. 


( 75 ) 
4 New Song. 
Tune—Lord Cornwallis. 


a 
J HE French is in force now, 
Our country to invade, 
And to conquer Britain, 
Great attempts have made. | 
But I hope our noble heroes, 
’ Will pull the ufurpers down, 
Succefs to King George, 
Long may he wear the crown. | 


There is word at prefent 
‘That Buonaparte is fled, 
- And one general Moreau, 
He doth him fucceed. 
Although he is a Scotfman, 
He joins the French crew, 
I leave you to judge 
if his heart has been true. 


There’s difputes at parliament, 
And bribery at home, 

Such condu& as this ~ - 
Makes the war ftill go on. 
But if truth would bear the fway, | 
And make deceit to ceafe, 

It ftill might be hoped 
There foon might be peace. 
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There is fuch taxations 
We {carcely can bear, 
Which makes the whole country 
To be in a fteer. | 
For men to be made foldiers, 
The trade is broken down, 
And leaves families mourning 
In many a town. 


Lut let every individual 
Lay it to heart, 
Be juft in their ftation, 
And a& an honeft part. 
Be juft in their dealing, 
Act no over-rife, 
It is my real opinion 
There foon would be peace. 
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